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174 free with his brother's car, and cars are not plentiful in
Crete where the bullock still draws the plough. None of
these factors would have deterred me from handing him
the seventy-three drachmas since, being a born American,
a half dollar has always seemed to me to be just the right
sized coin to throw Jown a sewer if there is nothing better
to be done with it. Only I did want him to know that I
knew he was lying. And so I told him so. At this he pre-
tended to be aggrieved. When I pointed out why I
thought he had been lying to me he rose up solemnly and
said that if I should ever go to Crete and there meet his
brother I would regret what I had said—and with that
he stalked out looking as injured and wounded as pos-
' sible. I called the waiter over and asked him if he knew
the man. He smiled. "Why, yes/? he said, "he's an inter-.
preter." I asked if he had been living a long time in
Athens. "He's been here all his life," he said.
There was another one, called George, George of
Cyprus, who was even less capable. George pretended to
be a close friend of the American Minister, our Mr. Mac-
Veagh no less. He had been watching me read a German
news weekly at a little kiosk in the same "ammonia" re-
gion. He greeted me in German and I knswered him in
German. He asked me how long I had been in'Athens
and I told him. He said it was a beautiful night and I
agreed, it was indeed. <cWhere do you go from here?"
he asked next and I said "to Persia perhaps." All this in
Gernian. "Where do you come from?" he asked. "From
New York," I replied. "And you speak nothing but Ger-
man?" "I can speak English'too," I said. "Then why did
you speak German to me?" he inquired, with a sly smile.
"Because you addressed me in German," I said. 5*Can you
speak Greek?" he asked next. "No," I said, "but I can
speak Chinese and Japanese—can you?" He shook his
head. "Do you speak Turkish?" I shook my head. "Ara-

